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This should have caused shattering consternation. However, the mystery tablets appeared to be working well, for not only did I not feel sick but also I swallowed the information with Sphinx-like calm. Nor did the pilot seem worried and he observed that he would get her down all right, though it might be " a bit fast."
Somebody said that we were approaching the Rhine, but suddenly everything had become murky and ahead there "was a billowing black cloud of smoke and dust caused chiefly by our own barrage.
"Strap yourself in," said the pilot tersely. "We're casting off." As I went back to my seat the R.A.F. photographer, with a strained white face, said he had seen a four-engined tug spiralling down in flames. Flak was bursting all round us, for the Germans were still manning their light anti-aircraft guns despite all our gunners' concentrated efforts to "smear them out." Mercifully we could see nothing of it, but there were muffled thuds and queer things began to happen to the glider. There was the whistling of a great hurricane.
We made sickening dives, we swooped and banked. I "was petrified and even the white tablets could not keep my heart, liver and stomach in their right places. There came an almighty crash, and a wild screech of brakes, followed by a deep, deep silence. Nobody spoke, nobody moved. The sergeant-major fumbled with his safety belt with maddening slowness. We had been wiped out forty times in my racing imagination before he moved, at elephantine pace, to the door. Then he could not open it; still I sat there, mentally a human colander. After about a century he was out and lying capaciously under the wing squinting along the sights of his Bren gun. One by one the soldiers jumped out into the fog, scuttling, at the Colonel's orders, for a clump of trees. Our glider's back was broken, but none seemed seriously hurt by the crash, though I afterwards found that some had bones broken.
Once again I had slipped off the steps, but this time, it seemed, I had miraculously escaped without banging my head on the concrete.reams merged. I was reflecting that we would soon be down when the pilot remarked casually to me that he could not work the landing flaps. the other silent and preoccupied eaters. Thento speed through London's traffic, heading past Marble Arch and through Bayswater, keeping up a\ ,                          The delay might run to hours.   On the other hand
